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The Chronicle Hiftorie 

of Henry the fift : with his battell fought 

at Agin Court in France. Togitherwith 
Ancient Tift oil. 

Enter King Henry , Exeter, trvo’Bifhopt, Clmttce, 
and ether Attendants. 

Exeter, 

S Hall I call in th’Ambaffadots my Liege ? 

King. Not yet my coufin, till we be refolu’d 
Of fome ferious matters touching vs and France. 

' By(b . God and his Angels guard your facrcd throne. 
And make you long become it. 

King.Sorc we thanke you .* and good my Lord proceed 
Why the Law Sali<fne which they haue in France t 
Or (hould or fhould not flop m vs our claimc s 
And God forbid my wife and learned Lord, 

That you (hould faflii on, frame, or vvreft the fame. 
ForGod dothknow how many now in health. 

Shall drop their blood, in approbation 
Of what your reuerence (hall incite vs too. 

Therefore take heede how you impawiie our perfon , 

How you awake the (leeping fword of warre .* 

We charge you in the name of God take heede. 

After this coniuraftonjfpeake my Lord : 

And we will iudge, note, and beleeub in heart. 

That what you fpcakc, is wa(ht as pure 
As fin in baptifme. ! • - i . 

,v, A* ."••••• Fyfb. 

V- ' . ,'V. , , ! / blcii hhjO'vV V - 1 




The Chronicle Hittory 

Sijh . Then heare me gracious Soueraigne, & yon Peeres, 
Which owe your liues, your faith, and fcruices 
To this imperiall Throne : 

There is no bar to flay your highneffe claime to France, 
But one; which they produce from Paramount; 

No female (hail fiicceed mSalique Land ; 

Which SaliqHe Land, the French vniuftly gloze 
To be the Realme of France, 

And F4r4/w«ar.the founder of this law and female barre. 
Yet their ownc writers faithfully-affirme, 

That the Land Saltqste lyes in Germany , 

Betweene'the floods of Saheck, and o (Lime, , 

Where Charlet the fift hauing fubdude the Saxons 
There left behinde, and fetled certaine French, 

Who holding in dildaine thle Germane women. 

For fome difhoneft (fanners pfifheijiijUfcsj! IL r > 

Eftabliflit there this Lqw. To wit, 

No female fliall fucceed in Saltejue Land : 

Which Saltque land (as I haue iayd'beforey 

3s atthis time in Germany^palFd Mtfat* / ' 

Thus doth it well appeare, t\\tS4iipue law i,,?.* > 

W T as not deuifed for the Realme of France'." 

Nor did the French poflefle the Saline land, 

Vntill foure hundred one and, twenty yeates . 

After the fay&\vnQ£Kmg&n!4mMrit§ci hint ,- r f0 y 
Godly fuppofd the founder ofohis'Lhw. 

Hugh Capet alfo that vfurpt theCrowne, 

To fine his Title with fomc fiicfr of truth. 

When iji pure.truth it wascorrupt and nought-;- 
Conuey’d himfelfc a?,llejr,efptRe Lady 
Daughter ofLoram, 

“? chatas c, i erc $un*; r, in ' -, , n flA 

King. ipinsl ide.andA/^ Capeys chime. Ifl ; 

King his fatisfadijqpljafl-appeare v - 

To hold inright and title of the female,; -iiU^in'SzA 
vO do the Lords o( Frange^ntiW this day, 

Bowbcic they would hold vp this Salique Law 

To 



of Hern y the fift. 

To barre your Jiighncfle claiming from the female, 

And rather choole to hide them in a net, _ 

Then amply to embrace their crooked caules, 

Vfurpt from you and your progenitors. ' 

K.t May we with right and confcience make this claim* 
Bi. The fin vpon my head dread Soueraigne ; 

For in the booke ofNumbers it is writ. 

When the fonne dyes, let the inheritance 
Defcend vnto the daughter. 

Noble Lord, ftand for your owne, 

Vnwinde your bloody flagge. 

Go my dread Lord to your great Grandfires graue, 

From whom you claime : 

And your great Vrttkle the blacke Prince, 

Who on the French ground playd a T ragedy. 

Making defe3te on the full power of France , 

Whilft his moft mighty father on a hill. 

Stood fmiling to behold his Lyons whelpe,’ 

Foraging the blood of French Nobility. 

O Noble Englifb, that could entertaine 
With halfe their forces the full power of France : 

And let another halfe ftand laughing by, 

AH out of worke, and colde for a&ion. 

King'Wc muft not onely arme vs gainft the French , 
But lay downe our proportion for the Scot, 

Who will make rode vpon vs with all aduantages, 

2?/.The Marches gracious foueraigne,{halbcfufficient 
To guard your England from the pilfering borderers. 

jKwrg.Wedo not meane the courfing fbeakets onely. 
But feare the maine emendirfenc of the Scot ; 

For you Hiatt read, neueripy great Grandfather 
Vnmasktifis power for France, 

Butthatthe Scot onhis vnfumiflitkingdome, 1 
Camepouring like the tide into a breach. 

That Eoglandbwn^ empty of defences, ' 11 : v ^ 

Hath fhookc and trembled at the brute heereof; 

Bijh. She hath bin then move fear’d then hurt my I-ord»; 

A } For 



The Chronicle Hill on 

For heare her but examphfied by her felfe. 

When all her chiuslry hath bene in France , 

And fhe a mourning widdow ot her Nobles, 

She hath her felfe not oncly well defended. 

But taken and impounded (as a ftray)the King o IScottes, 
Whom like a cay t ffe fhe did leade to France , 

Filling your Chronicles as rich withpraife. 

As is the owfc and bottome of the fea. 

With funke n wracke, and (hipleflc treafurie. 

Lord. There is a faying very old and true. 

If you will France win. 

Then with ScotlandRtR begin : 

For once the Eagle England being in pray. 

To his vnfurnifht Neft the vveazlc Sett 
TVould fuckeherEgges, 

Playing the Moufe in abfence of the Cat, 

To fpoyle and hauocke more thendhc can eat, 

Exe.lt followes then, the Cat muft flay at home. 

Yet that is but a curftncceflity. 

Since we haue traps to catch the petty theeues : 

VVhilft that the armed hand doth fight abroad. 

The aduifed head controlles at home : 

For gouernment though high or low, being put inptftt, 
Congrueth with a mutttall confcntlike muficke. 

HiP). T rue, therefore doth heauen 
Diuide the fate of man in diuers functions : 

VVhereto is added as an ay me or But,Obedience s 
For fo li ue the hony bees, creatures that by awe 
Ordainc an a£t oforder to a peopled Kingdome. 

They haue a Kmg, and Officers of fort ; 

Where fomc like Magiftratescorre£f at home: 

Others, like Merchants ventureTrade abroad: 

Others, likefoldiours armed in their flings, 

Make boot vpon the fommers Veluet bud: 

VVhich pillage they with merry march bring home 

To the Tent-roy all oftheir Emperor ; 

Who bulled in his maic Ay,bchold 



of Henry the f 'ft. 

The Tinging Mafons building roofes of Gold, 

The ciuill Citizens lading vp the hony. 

The fad-cy’d'Iuftice with his furlyhumme, 

Oeliuering vp to executors pale, the lazie caning drone. 
This I inferre, that twenty a&ions once a foote. 

May all end in one moment. 

As many arrowes lofed feuerall wayes, fly to one marke : 
As many feuerall wayes meete in one T o wne : 

As many frefh ftreamesrun in one felfe-fca : 

As many lines clofe in the diall center .* 

So may a t'houfand a6f ions once a foote. 

End in one moment, and be all well born without defeft. 
Therefore my Liege to France, 

Diuide your happy England into fourc. 

Of which take you one quarter into Frances 
And you withall, fhall make all (jallia (hake. 

If we with thricethat power left at home. 

Cannot defend our owne doore from the dogge. 

Let vs be beaten, and from henceforth lofe 
The name of policy and hardinefle. 

Km. Call-in the meffenger fent from the Dolphin, 

And by your ayde, the n oble finnewes of our Land, 

France being ours,wcel bring it to our awe. 

Or breake it all in peeces : 

Either our Chronicles (hall with full mouth fpeake 
Freely of our afts, or elfe like tongueleffe mutes. 

Not wovfhipt with a paper Epitaph: 

Enter the Amb.tffadors from France. 

Now are wc well prepard to know the Dolphins pleafuro 
For we heare your comming is from him. 

tslmbaj'. Pieafeth your Maiefty to giue VS leaue . 

Freely to render whatwchauein charge. 

Or fhall I fparingly fhew a farre off. 

The Dolphins pleafure, and our Embaflage f 
King. We are no tyrant, but a Chriftian King, 

To whom our fpirit is as fubie£f, 

As arc our wretches fettered in our prifons. 

There- 
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Therefore freely, and with vneurbed boldneflc 
Tell vs the Dolphins minde. 

Ambaf. Then this in fine the Dolphin faith. 

Whereas you claime certaine Townes in France,' 

From your predeceffor King Edward, the third, 
Thishereturnes : 

He faith, there’s nought in France, 

That can be with a nimble Galliard wonne. 

You cannot reuell into Dukcdomes there : 

Therefore he fendethmeeter for your ftudie 
This tun of treafure : and in lieu of this. 

Defires to let the Dukedomes that you crane 
Hcare no more from you. This the Dolphin faith* 

King. .What treafure Vnckle ? 

£xe. Tennis balles my Liege, 

King. Weeare glad the Dolphin is fo pleafant with vs* 
Your meflage, and his prefent we accept. 

When we haue matcht our Rackets to thefe balles. 

We wil by Gods grace play him fuch a fet, 

Shal ftrike his fathers Crowne into the hazard. 

Tell him he hath made a match with fuch a wrangler. 
That all the courts of France fhalbe difturbd with chafes. 
And we vnderftand him well,how he comes ore vs 
With our wilder daies, 

Not meafuring what vfe we made of them. 

We neuer valew’d this poore feate of England, 

And therefore gauc our felues to barbarous Licenfi^ 

As tis common fecne. 

That men are merrieft when they are from home. 

But tell the Dolphin we will kcepe our Rate, 

Be like a King, mighty, and command. 

When we do rowfe vs in the Throne of France. 

For this we hau? layd by our Maiefty, 

And plodded like a man for working dayes. 

But we will rife therewith fo full of glory. 

That we will dazle all the eyes of France, 

I ftrike the Dolphin blinde to looke on vs. 

And 







WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Henry V (STC 22291) LONDON, 1608 [1619] 




of Henry the Jift. 

And tell him this. 

His mocke hath turn’d his balles to gun-ftones. 

And his foulefliall fit fore charged, for the waftfull 
Vengeance that ftiall flye from them. 

For this his mocke. 

Shall mocke many a wife out of their deare husbands, 
Mocke mothers from their fonnes, mocke Caftles down. 
I, foroe are yet vngotten and vnborne, 

That fhall haue caufe to curfe the Dolphins fcorne . 

But this lies all within the will ofGod, 

To whom we do appeale : and in whofe name, 

Tell you the Dolphin we are comming on. 

To venge vs as we may, and to put forth our hand 
In aright caufe : fo get you hence, and tell your Prince, 
His ieft will fauour but of fha llow wit. 

When thoufands wcepe more then did laugh at ir. 
Conuey them with fafe conduct; fee them hence. 

Exe. This was a merry meflage. 

Kinr.Vic hope to make the fenderbhifh at it : 

Therfore let our collection for the wars be foon prouided 
For God before, weel check the Dolphin at his fathers 
Doore .* therefore let euery man now taskc his thought. 
That this faire aClion may on footc be brought. 

Sxemt ontnes. 

Enter Nim and Tardclft. 

'Bar. Good morrow Corporall Nim. 

AW.Good morrow Lieutenant Bardolfc. 

Bar. What, is Ancient Pifioll and thee friends yet ? 
Nim.\ cannot tell, things muft be as they may .* 

I dare not fight,but I will winke and hold out mine Iron, 
Tis a fimple one, but what tho ; twil ferue to toftc cheefe. 
And it will endure cold as another mans fword will. 

And theres the humour of it. 

Ztor.Ifaith Miftrefle Quickly did thee great wrong. 

For thou wert troth-pljght to her. 

B 



Nm. 
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Him . I muft do as I may,tho patience be a tired mare, 

Yet (heel plod, and Tome fay kniaes haue edges, 

And men may ftccpc and haue their throates about them 
At that time, and there's the humor of it. 

Bar. Come ifaith,llebeftow a breakfaft to make r ft oil 
and thee friends. What a plague (hould we carry lenities 
to cut our owne throates, 

Afrw.Ifaith ilc liue as long as I may,that’$ the certaine of 
tt. And when 1 cannot Hue any longer, lie do as I may, 

And there’s my rcft,and the randcuous of it. 

Enter TisloH,and Hoftes gaiety his wife, 

'Bar . Good morrow ancient Pistoll 
heerc comes ancient Piftoll, \ prethec Nim be quiet. 
AfiTw.How do y o u my hoft ? 

P/tf.Bafe flaue, called thou me hoft ? 

Now by gads lugges I fwcare,I fcorne the title, 

Norftialj my AW/keepe lodging. 

Hoft , No by my troth not I, 

For we cannot bed nor boord halfe a fcore gentlewomen 
That hue honeftly by the pricke of their needle. 

But it is thought ftraight we keepe a bawdy-houfe, 

0 Lord,heere’s Corporall Nim,now (hall 

We haue wilftill adultery and murther committed; 

Good Corporall Nim fhew the valour of a man. 

And put vp your fword. AA'w.Pufn. 

P//?.What,c!oft thou pufh.thou prickeard cur of Ifeland 
Nim. Will y oh fhog off? I would haue you folus. 

Tift. Solus, egregious dog.that folus in thy throatc. 

And in thy lungs, and whic h is worfc.withiu 
Thy mesfull mouth,I do retort that folus 
In thy bowels, and in thy law perdie ; for I can talke. 
And Piftols flafliing fiery cocke is vp. 

Nim ft am not Barhafom, you cannot coniure me; 

1 haue an humor Piftoll to knocke you indifferently well. 
And you fall foule with me Piftoll , 

He fcoure you with my Rapier in faire tearmes. 



If 



of Henry the fife. 

If you will walke off a little, 

]le pricke your guts a little in good termer, 

T h rt»eao| g . P ,,^-» 1 n 6 d«.^ : =. 
T 'Sr°Hc"e me,he that fliikes the firft Wow, 

Nim. lie cut your throat at one time or another 
In faire termes : and there’s the humor of it. 

Pift. Couvle gorge is the word,I thee defie a gen ; 

A damned hound,thinkft theu my fpoute to get . 

No.to the powdering tub of infamy. 

Fetch foorth the lazar kite of Crefides kinde, 

Doll Tear-ftieete,fhe by name.and her efpowle 
I haue,andIwtUhold,thequandom quickly, 

For the onely (he and Paco.there it is enough. 

Enter the Hoy • 

fijy.Hoftes.you muft come ftraight to my Mafter, 

And you hoft Piftoll. . 

Good Bardo/fe put thy nofe betweene the lheetcs. 

And do the office ofa warning pan. 

Hoft. By my troth heel yecld the Crow a pudding one ot 
thefeciayes. 

lie go to himjhushand you’l come ? 

Bar. Come Piftoll be friends. 

A r /w,prcthce be friends, and if thou wilt not. 

Be enemies with me too, . 

Nift ffial haue my eight (hillings I won of you at betting 

TV^.Bafeis the flaue that payes. . 

Aft. That now I will haue,and there’s the humor ot it. 
Pift.hs manhood (hall compound. They draw. 

Bar. He that ftrikes the firft blow, 

He kill him by this fword. 

P*.Sword is an oatb,and oathes muft haue their courle. 

B a Nim. 
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Nim.l (hall hauc my eight (hillings I worine of you at 
betting. 

Tijl. A noble (halt thou haue,and ready pay, 

And liquor likewife will I giue to thee. 

And fricndfhip (hall combinde out brotherhood. 

He liue by Nim>*s Nim (hall liue by me : 

Is not this iud? for I (hall Sutler be 
Vnto the Campe,and profit will occtue. 

Nim . I (hail haue iny noble ? 

lift .In cadi moll truely paid, 

A7tf».Why theres the humor of it. 

Pilfer Hofies. 

Hofies. As euer you came ofmen come in. 

Sir John, poore foule isfo troubled 
With a burning ta(han contigian feuer.tis wonderfull, 
Pifit Let ys condole the knight ; for lamkins we wil liue- 

, Exeunt omnes. 

Inter Exeter and Glower. 

Glofi&ehxt God my Lord,his Grace is too bold to 
truft thefe traytors. 

Sxe . They (hall be apprehended by and by, 

giojl.l but the man that was his bedfellow, 

Whom he hath cloyed and graced with Princely fauces. 
That helhould for a forreigne purfe,to fell 
"His Soueraigneslife to death and trechery. 

Sxe.O the Lord of CMasjham. 

Enter the King tend three Lords. 

Kingtio w firs, the winde is faire,and we will aboord 
My Lord of Cambridge, and my Lord of TrJasfham, 

And you my gentle Knight, giue me your thoughts, 

Do you not thinke thepower we beare with vs. 

Will make vs Conquerors in the field of France ? 

Masfham. No doubt my Liege, ifeach man do his bed. 
Cam. 



of Henry the fifu 

£«#.Neuer was Monarch better feared and loued then 
is yourMaiedy. 

Grry.Euen thofe that were your fathers enemies 
Haue deeped their gals in hony for your fake. 

King. We therefore haue great caufe ofthankfulnefle. 
And (hall forget the office of our hands ; 

According to their caufe and worthin*(Te. 

Maf.So feruice (hall with deelcd finewes fiiine. 

And labour (hall refreih it felfe with hope 
To do your Grace inceffant feruice. 

tfwjr.Vnckle of Excter.enlarge the man 
Committed yederday,that raild againrt our perfon. 

We confider it was the heate of wine that fet him on. 

And on his more aduice we pardon him, 

Afaf.T hat is mercy,but too much fecurity $ 

Let him be punilht Soueraigne, 

Lead the example of him, breed more of l'uch a kindc. 
King . O let vs yet be mercifull. 

C*m . So may your highnc(Te,andpuni(h too. 

Grey. You (hew great mercy if you giue him life. 

After the tafie of his correction. 

King. Alafle.your too much care and loue of me. 

Are heauy orifons againft the poore wretch. 

If little fcults proceeding on diftemper. 

Should not be winked at. 

How fhould we dretch our eye, when capital! crimes, 
Chcwed,fwallowed,and digeded,appeare before vs ; 
Well yet enlarge the man,tho Cambridge and the reft 
In their dcare loucs,and tender preferuanon of our date. 
Would haue him punifht. 

Now to our French caufes. 

\A. ho are the late Commiflioners ? 

Cam. Me one my L ord. 

Your highnefic bad me aske for it to day. 

TMaf.So did you me my Soueraigne, 

Grey, And me my Lord. 

. ® 3 King, 
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King. Then Richard Earle of Cambridge, there is yours. 
There is yours, my Lord of Majham : 

And fir Thomas grey , knight of Northumberland, 

This lame is yours ; 

Readc them, and know we know your worthinefie. 
Vnckle Exeter, I will aboord to night. 

Why how now Gentlemen, why change you colour ? 
What fee you in thol'c papers, 

That hath fo chafed your blood out of apparance? 

Cam. I do confeffe my fault, and do fubmit me 
Toyourhighnefle mercy. 

Maflo . To which we all appeale. 

.fo*g.The mercy which was quit in vs but late. 

By your owne reafons is fore-ftald and done : 

Y ou rnuft not dare for fhame to aske for mercy, 

For your owne confidence turne vpon your bofomes. 

As dogs vpon their mailers worrying them. 

See you my Princes, and my Noble Peercs, 

Thele englifh Mon tiers .• 

My Lord of Cambridgehete, 

You know how apt we were to grace him 
In all things belonging to his honor; 

And this vildeman hath for a few light crownes. 

Lightly confpir’d and fworne vnto the pra&ifes of trance, 
To kill vs heere in Hampton . To the which. 

This knight, no lefle in bounty bound to vs 
Then Cambridge is, hath likewife fworne. 

But oh,what (hall I fay to thee falfe man, 
Thou<ruell,ingratefull,and inhumane creature, 
Thouthac didft bearethe key of all my counfell. 

That knewft the very fecrets of my heart, 

That almoft mightft haue coyn’d me into gold ; 

Wouldft thou haue praftifde on mefor thy vfc ? 

Can it be poflible that out of thee 

Should proceed one fparke that might annoy my finger ? 

Tis fo flrangc,that tho the truth doth ftiew as grofe 



of Henry the fife. 

k . Kljcke from white, mine eye will fcarfely fee it. 

Their faulcs are open, 

Arreft them to the anfwer ofthc law. 

And God acquit themofth.cirprachfes. 

Exe.l arreft thee of high treafon. 

By the name of A«W,Earle of Cambridge. 

1 arreft thee of high treafon. 

By the name of Henry, Lord of Majham. 

I arreft thee of high treafon. 

By the name of Thomas Grey , 

Kn J&#°Out ^°pmpofes"God iuftly hath difeouered, 

And 1 repent my fault more then my death. 

Which 1 befeech your Maiefty forgiue. 

Although my body pay the price of it. 

Ktng-God quit you in his mercy. 

Heareyour fentcnce. 

You haue' confpir’d againft pur royall Perion, 

Iovned with an enemy proclaim’d and fixed. 

And from his Coffers receiued the golaen earneft of our 
death. 

Touching our perfon we feeke no redrefle. 

But we our kingdomes fafetyxnuft fo tender, 

Whofe ruine you haue fought, 

That to our lawes we do deliuer you. 

Get you hence, poore miferable creatures to your death, 
The tafte whereof, GoJ in his mercy giueyou patience 
To endure, and true repentance of all your deeds aroifle : 
Beare them hence. 

Exit three Lords. 

Now Lords to Fnrwf :Theenterprife whereof, 
Shallbetoyouasvi,fucceffiuely. (wa.y , 

Since God cut off this,dingerous treafon lurking in our 
Cheerlv to fea.tbe fignes of war aduance ; 

No King of England, if not King of France. 



Enter 
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Enter Ntm , Vtfttd, Barde/fe, Ho ft er, and 4 bey. 

Heft. I prethee Tweet heart. 

Let me being thee To farre as Stanet, 

Pitt. No fur, no fur. 

Bar. Well, fir Iohn is gone, God be with him. 

Hoft. I, he is in Arthors bofome, ifeuerany were. 

He wenc away as if it were a cryfombd childe, 

Betweene twelue and one, 

Iuft at turn^pg of the tide ; 

His nofe was as Aiarpe as a pen ; 

For when I faw him fumble with the fheets. 

And talke of flowers, and fmile vpon his fingers ends, 

1 kne w there was no way but one. 

How now fir Iohn, quoth I ? 

And he cryed three times, God,God,God, 

Now I to comfort him,bad him not thinke of God, 

I hope there was no fuch need. 

Then he bad me put more cloathes on his feete. 

And I felt to them, and they were as cold as any ftonc. 
And to his knees, and they were as cold as any fione. 

And fo vpward,& vpward.and all was as cold as ftone, 
Afow.They fay he cride out on Sackc. 

•£/*/?. I that he did. 

Boy. And of women. 

Hoft, No that he did not. 

Toy. Yes that he did,8c fed they were diuels incarnste. 
Hoft, Indeed carnation was a colour he neuer loued. 
JV«w.Well,he did cry out on women. 

Hoft. Indeed he d id in fome fort handle women 
But then he was rumaticke. 

And talkt of the whore of Babilon. 

flpy.Hoftes.doyou remember he faw a Flea ftand 
V pon Bardolfes nofe, and fed it was a blacke foule 
Buroiog in hell ? 

Bard. 

- 
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Tor. Well, God be with him. 

That was all the wealth I got in his feruice, 

Mw.Shall we fhog off ? 

The king will be gone from Southampton. 

Pift.Cle&rc vp thy criftals, 

Looke to my chattels and my moueables ; 

Truft none ; the word is pitch and pay : 

Mens words are wafer cakes. 

And hold faft is the onely dog my deare. 

Therefore cophetuabe thy counlellor, 

Touch her foft lips and part. 

2?4r.Farewcll hoftefle. 

Him . I cannot kis,and theres the humor of it. 

But adieu. 

Pift . Keepe faft thy buggleboe. 

Exit omnes. 



Enter King of France, 'Bourbon, Dolphin, 

and ethers. 



King . Now vou Lords of Orleance, 

Of Bourbon , and of Berry , 

You fee the King of England is not flacke. 

For he is footed on this Land already. 

DolphinMy gracious Lord, 

Tis meetc we all go foorth, 

And arme vs agiinft the foe : 

And view the weake and fickly parts of France : 

But let vs do it with no fliew of feare. 

No with no more,then if we heard 
England were troubled with a Morris dance. 

For my good Lord, flic is fo idely kingd. 

Her feepter fo fantaftically borne. 

So guided by a fhallow humorous youth. 

That feare attends her not. 

Ccw.Opcace Prince Dolphin, you deceiue your felfe, 

C Qucftion 
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Qucftion your Grace the late Embaffador, 

With what regard he heard his Embaflagc, 

How well fupplied with aged Counfeltors, 

And how his refoiution anfwer’d him, 

Y oil then would fay, that Harry was not wilde. 

King; Well,thinke we Harry ftrong, 

And ftrongly arme vs to preuent the foe. 

Gw.My Lord,heere is an Ambafiador 
From the King of England. 

King . Rid him come in. 

You fee this chafe is hotly folIowcd,Lords. 

DolMy gracious father,cut vp this Englifli ffcort 
Selfe-loue my Liege is not fo vile a thing 
As felfe-ncgleCfing. 

Enter Exeter. 

King.Vtom our brother of England ? 

Exe . From him, and thus he greets your Maiefty ; 
He wils you in the name of God Almighty, 

That you deueft your felfe,and lay apart 
That borrowed title.which by gift of heauen, 
Oflaw,ofnature,and of Nations, longs 
To him and to his heires, namely the Crownc 
And all wide ftrctched titles that belongs 
Vnto the crovvne of France, that you may know 
Tis no finiftcr,norno awkeward daime, 

Pickt from the wormeholes of old vanifht daies 
Nor from the duft of old obli uion rackt. 

He fends you thefe moll memorable lines. 

In euery branch truely demonftrated : 

Willing you ouerlooke this pedigree. 

And when you findehim euenly deriued 
From his moft famed and famous Anceftors, 

Edward the third ; he bids you then refigne 
Your Crowne and Kingdomc, indirectly held 
From him,thc natiuc and true Challenger. 



of Henry the fijt, 

KitteM not,what followes? 

Sloody coftraint.for if you hide the crown 
Euen in your hearts,tlierc will he rake for it : 

Therefore in fierce tempeft is he comming 
Tnthunder.and in earthquake,like a lone. 

That ifrequiring faile.he will compell it : 

And on your heads turncs he the widows teares 
The orphants crics,the dead mens bones. 

The pining maidens grones, 

For husbands,fathers,and diftreffed louers, . 

Which fliallbe fw r allowcd in this controuerne. 

This is his claime,his threatning, & my meflage, 

Vnleffe the Dolphin be in prefence heerc. 

To whom exprefly we bring greeting too. 

For the Dolphin ? I ftand here for him. 

What to heare from England. 

Aatt.Scorn & defiance, flight regard.contcmpt, 

And any thing that may not mif-becomc 
The mighty fender, doth he prize you at : 

Thus faith my King. Vnles your fathers highnes 
Sweeten i he bitter mocke you fent his Maiefty, 

Hee’l call you to fo loud an anfwer for it. 

That Caues and wombly Vaults of France 
Shall chide yourtrefpaffe, & returne your mock, 

In fecond accent of his Ordenance. 

<Dol. Say that my father render faire reply. 

It is againft my will : 

For 1 defire nothing fo much. 

As oddes with England. 

And for that caufc, according to his youth, 

I did prefent him with thofe Paris balks. 

Exe. Hee’i make your farts Loucr fhake for It, 

Were it the Miftrefle Court of mighty Europe. 

And be affured,you’lfindea difference. 

As we his fubiefts haue in wonder found, 

Bctwccnc his yonger daies, and thefe he mufters now; 

C a Now 
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Now he weighes time cuen to the latcft graine. 

Which you ihall findc in your owne Ioffes, 

If we ftay in France. 

X«jr£.Well,for vs you (hall rcturne our anfwer backe 
To our brother of England. 

Exit omnet. 

Enter NimJBardolfe, PtfioH.and Boy. 

Nim. Before God hceres hot fcruicc. 

Pitt. T\s hot indeed, blowcs go and cprne, 

Gods vaffals drop and dye. 

A7«*,Tis honor, and there’s the humor of it. 

Boy. Would I were in London, 

Ide giue all my honour for a pot of Ale. 

Pitt. And I : if wiflies would preuaile, 

I would not ftay,but thither would I hie. 

Enter Flewellen^and beats them in* 

Flew. Gods p!ud,vp to the breaches 
You rafcals,will you not vp to the breaches f 
Nim. Abate thy rage fweete knight. 

Abate thy rage. 

Boy. We 11,1 would I were once from them ; 

They would haue me as familiar 

With mens pockcts,as their Gloues and their 

Handkerchers.they will fteale any thing, 

Bardo/fi ft ole a Lute-cafe,carried it three mile. 

And iold ic for three halfcpcnce. 

"Nim ftole a fire-fhouell, 

1 knew by that,they meant to carry coales : 

Wcll,ifthey will not leaue me, 

Imeanctolcaucthem, 

Exit Nim } Tardolfe t Pittell i and , Boy. 

Enter Gower. 

§Wi?r,Captaine Flewellen > you muft come ftrait 
To the MineSjto the Duke of Glotter. 



fif Henry the jift. 

Flew Looke you,tcll the Duke it is not Co good 
To come to the Mines : the concuaucties is orherwiic. 
You may difeuffe to the Duke,the enemy is digd 
Himfelfe flue yards vnder the countermines : 

By lejhu I thinke heel blow vp all, 

If there be no better dire&ion. 

Alarum. Enter the King and his Lords. 

King, How yet refolues the Gouernor of the Towne ? 
This is the lateft parley weel admit ; 

Therefore to our beft mercy giue your felues. 

Or like to men proud of deftru£tion,defic vs to our worft. 
For as I am a fouldier,a name that in my thoughts 
Becomes me beft, if we begin the battery once again*, 

I will not leaue the halfe atchieued Harfiew, 

Till in her afiies fhc be buried. 

The gates of mercy are all fhut vp. 

What fay you,will you yeeld and this aucid, • 

Or guilty in defence be thus deftroid ? 

Enter. Gouernor , 

Gouer . Our expe&ation hath this day an end .• 

The Dolphin,whom of fuccout we entreated, 

Returnes vs word, his powers are not yet ready 
To raifcfo great afiege: therefore dread King, 

W e yeeld out towne and Hues to thy foft mercy : 

Enter our gates, difpofe of vs and ours, 

For weno longer are defenfiue now. 

Enter Katherine and ssilice, 

Kate. Altce venecia,Yous aues cates en, 

Vou parte fort bon Angloys cnglatara. 

Coman fae palla vou la main en francoy , 

C 3 Alice. 
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Alice.Lz main madam dchan. .1. 

K*te.E da bras. 

Alice. De arma madam. 

Kate. Le main da han la bras dc arma, 

Alice. Owye Madam. 

Kate.E Coman fa pella vow la mentou a la coll, 

Alice. De neck,c dc cin,Madam. 

Kate. E deneck, c de cin,ede code. 

Alice. Dc cudic ma foy Ie oblye,mais le remcmbre, 

Le tude,o de elbo Madam. 

Kate.Ecomc le reherfera,towt cella quc lac apoandrc, 
De han.de arma.de neck,du cin,e de bilbo. 

Alice. De elbaMidam. , j ' 

Kate.Q Icfu, lea obloye mafoy,ecoutc le rccontera 
De han,de arma,dc neck,de cin,e de elbo.e ca bon. 

Alice foy’MadantjVon pacla au fe bon Angloy, 
Afie vous aues ettuc en Englatara. 

Kate.Pzt la grace de den anpettytancs. Ie parlc milieu* 
Coman fe pella vou le pcid e lc robe. 

Alice. Le foot.e lc con. 

Kate Le foot.e le con ,0 Icfu ! Ie ne veil poin&parle. 
Sic plus deuant le cho cheualires de franca. 

Pur one million ma foy. 

^/ice.Madam.de foote,e le con. 

Kate. O et ill aufie.ecoute Alice han,de arma, 

De neck ,de cin,lc foote,e de con. 

Alice. Cct fort bon Madam, ' a 

Kate.h loues a diner. 

Exit smnet. 

Enter King of France, Lord Conftabteyth 
Dolphin, and Bourbon, 

Jfrw^.Tis certainc he is pad the Riucr Some. 

Cow.Mordeu ma via •. Shall a few fpranes of rs, 

(The emptying of our fathers iuxery) 

Oui- 



of Henry the Jifi, 

Outerow their grafters. , ' 

2?*r.Normancs,baftard Normanes.mor dty' 

And if they pafle vnfouglu withall, 
lefell my Dukedomc for a foggy Farme 
In that Ihqrt nooke lie of England. 

Con . Why whence hauc they this mcttailr 1 ^ 

Is not their Climate raw.foggy,and cold. 

On whom, as in difdaine.the Sunne lookes pale r 
Can barley broth.a drench for fwolne lades. 

Their fodden water dccockt fuch liueiy blood . 

And (hall our quicke blood, fpirited with wine, 

Seeme ftofty ? O for honour of our names. 

Let vs not hang like frozen Icefickles . 

Vpon our houfes tops, while they(a more frofty Climate; 
Swcate drops of youthfull blood. 

Con liable difpatch/cnd Montioy foorth, 

To know what willing ranfome he will giue s 
Sonne Dolphin, you lhall ftay in Rhone with me. 

J?*/.Not fo,I do befeech your Maiefly. 

King.Wctt, 1 fay it fhall be fo. 

Exeunt orner. 

Enter Gower and Fkwelten. 

<7«w.How now Captaine Flewelleu , 

Come you from the bridge ? 

Flew. By Icfu* there’s excellent feruice committed at 
the bridge? 

Gower. Is the Duke of Exeter fafe ? 

Flew. The Duke of Exeter is a man whom I louc. 

And I honour, and 1 worfbip with my foule. 

And my heartland my life. 

And my lands, and my liuings. 

And my vttermoft powers. 

The Duke is looke you, 

Godbcpraifcd andpleafedforit, 

No harme in the worcll. 
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He is raaintaine the Bridge very gallantly : 

There is an Enfigne there, 

I do not know how youcallhim. 

But by lejhtt I thinke he is as valiant as Make Anthony , 
He doth raaintaine the Bridge moft gallantly; 

Yet he is a man of no reckoning ; 

But I did fee him do gallant feruice* 

Cotter, how do you call him ? 

Flew, his name is ancient PittoK , 

Getter A know himnot. 

Enter Ancient PtftoS. 

Flew. Do you not know him, here comes the man, 
/^tf.Captaine,! thee befecch to do me afauour. 

The Duke of Exeter doth loue thee well. 

F/*»\I,and I praife God I halue merited fome loue at his 
hands. 

Pift.HArdolfe afouldier,one of buxfome valourj 
Hath by furious fate, and giddy Fortunes fickle wheelc. 
That God’s blinde that Bands vpon the rowling reftlcflc 
ftone. 

Flew. by your patience Ancient Piftoll, 

Fortune looke you is painted plinde, 

With a mufler before her eyes, 

To fignifieto you,that Fortune is plinde : 

And (he is moreouer painted witha wheele. 

Which is the Morall that Fortune is turning, 

And inconftant,and variation, and mutabilities : 

And her fate is fixed at a fphericall Bone, 

Which rollesiand rolles,and rolles ; 

Surely the Poet is make an excellent defeription of For- 
rune. ’ ; • - 

Fortune looke you is an excellent Morall. 

P(/?.Fortune is Bardolfes foe,and frownes on him, 

For he hath ftolne a packs,and hangd muft he be ; 

A damned death, let gallowes gape for dogs. 

Let 



of Witty the fift. 

Let man go frec,and let not death his wmdpjpe flop. 

But Exeter hath giuen the dootne of death. 

Therefore go^'pMke”he*Duke will heare thy voice. 

And let noi'Bardolfes vitall thred be cut. 

With edge of penny cord,and v ile approach. > 

Speake Captaine for his hfe,and 1 will thee requite, . 
W.Captaine Pi foil, I partly vnderftand your meaning, 
PiFl. Why then reioycc therefore. 

F/w.Certainly Ancient Ptttoll, 

Tis not a thing to reioyce at. 

For if he were my owne brother,I would with the Duke 
To do his pleafurc.and put him to executions ; 

For looke you,difciplincs-ought to be kept. 

They ought to be kept. 

/>,#. Die and be damned, and a fig for thy friendfhip. 
F/w.That is good. 

Fiji . The figge of Spaine within thy law. 

Flew , That is very well. 

Pift.l fay the fig within thy bowels Sc thy durty maw. 

Exit PttteH. 

Flew. Captaine G ower y cannot you heare it lighten and 
thunder? 

Gower , Why is this the Ancient you told me of? 

I remember him now, he is a bawd,a cut-purfc. 

Flew. By Iefus he is vtter as prauc words vpon the bridge 
As you fhall defire to fee in a fommers day ; 

But tis all one, what he hath fed to me, 

Looke you, is all one. 

Gewer. Why this is a gull, a foole,a rogue 
That goes to the wars onely to grace himfelfc 
At his returne to London : 

And fuch fellowes as he, ■ 

Are perfect in great Commanders nrines. 

They will learne by rote where feruices were done, 

At luch and fuch a fconcc,at fuch a breach, 

< D 
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At fuch a conuoy.who came off brauely,who was /hot. 
Who difgraced,what termes the enemy ftood on. 

And this they con pcrfc&ly inphrafe ofwarre. 

Which they tricke vp with new tun’d oathes. 

And what a beard of the Generals cut, 

And a horrid fliout ofthe Campe 
Will do among the foming bottles and alewafht wits 
Is wonderfull to be thought on : but you mull leainc 
To know fuch flanders of this age. 

Or elfe you may mcruclioufly be miftooke. 

F/ew.Cortaine Captaine Gower, it is not the man, 

Looke you, that I did take him to be : 

But when time fhall ferue, I (hall tell him a little 
Of my defires .• heere comes his Maiefty. 

Enter King,Clarence } (fhfter,and others , 

King. How now Flewellen, come you from the bridge } 
F lev?. I and it fhall pleafe your Maiefty, 

There is excellent fcruice at the bridge. 

King. What men haue you loft Flemllcn ? 

Flew . And it fhall pleafe your Maiefty, 

Thepartition ofthe aduerfary hath beene great, 

V ery reafonably great,but for our o wne parts, 

I thinke we haue loft neuer a man,vnleffe it be one 
For robbing of a Church, one Tardo/fe, if your Maiefty 
Know the man, his fa ce is full of whelks, and knubs. 

And pumples,and his breath blowesat hisnofe 
Like a coale, fometimes redffometimes plcw ; 

But God be prail£d,now his nofc is executed. 

And his fire out. 

Ftt/jr.Wc would haue all offenders fo cut off. 

And here we giue expreffe commandement. 

That there be nothing taken from the villages 
But paid for ; none of the French abufed. 

Or vpbraided with difdainfull language : 

For when cruelty and lenity play for a Kingdome, 

The gentlcft gamefter is the fooncr winner. 



of Henry the fift. 

Enter the French Htrattld, 

Her aid. T ou know me by my habite. 
X*'#£.Welhhcn,we know thee. 

What fhould we know of thee? Vrtf . M •_ 

Her. "My Mailers roinde. Xtng.V nfoldit. 

Her. Go thee vnto Harry of England,and tell him, 
Aduantagc is a better fouldier then rafhneffe s 

Although we did feemedead,we did but (lumber. 

Now we fpeakc vpon ourkue,&our voyce is impenalJ, 
England fhall repent her foUy,fee her rafhneflc. 

And admire our fuffcrance.Which to ranfomc. 

His pettineffe would bow vnder : 

For the effufion of our blood,his army is too weake j 
For the difgracc we haue borne, himfeife kneeling 
At our fcete,a weake and worthleffc fatisfadlion. 

To this, adde defiance. 

So much from the Kin g my Mafter. 

King.W hat is thy name ? we know thy quality. 
Herald. Montioy. 

King. Thou doft thy office faire,returne thee backe. 
And tell thy King, I do not feeke him now ; 

But could be well content, without impeach. 

To march on to Callts ; for to fay the footh, 

(Though tis no wifedome to confeffe fo much 
Vnto an enemy of craft and vantage) 

My fouldiersare with fickneffe much enfeebled. 

My Army leffened,and tliofe few 1 haue, 

Almoft no better then fomany French : 

Who when they were in heart,I tell thee Herald, 

I thought vpon one pairc of Englifh legs. 

Did march three Frenchmens. 

YetGod forgiue me,that I do brag thus; 

Youraire of France hath blowne this vice in me, 

I mutt repent,go tell thy Matter here I am. 

My ranfome is this fraile and v\ orthleffe body, 

My Army but a weake and fickly guard. 

D 2 Yet 
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Yet God beforCjWe will come on. 

If France and fuch another neighbor flood in our way • 

If we may paffe.we will ; if we be hindered. 

We fhal your tawny groud with your red blood difcolour 
So Montioy get you gone, there's for your paines : 

The fumofallour anfwere is but this. 

We would not feeke a battle as we are; 

Nor as we are, we fay we will not (bun it. 

Her ala. 1 fhall deliuer fo .• thanks to your Maiefty, 

Glofi .My Liege, I hope they will not come vpon vs 
now. 

King. We are in Gods hand brother,not in theirs ; 
Tonight wc will encampe beyond the bridge. 

And on to morrow bid them march away. Exit . 

Enter Turbon fionfl able fir leance^niGebon. 

Cen. Tut, I hauc the beft armour in the world. 

Orleance.You haue an excellent armour. 

But let my horfe haue his due. 

Bar. Now you talke of a horfe, 

I haue a Heed like the Palfrey of the funne. 

Nothing but pure aire and fire. 

And hath none of this dull element of earth within him, 

Orleance. He is of the colour of the Nutmeg, 

^ 2?w.And oftheheateof the Ginger. 

Turne all the fands into eloquent tongues. 

And my horfe is argument for them all : 

I once writ a Sonnet in the praife of roy horfe. 

And began thus. Wonder of nature. 

C on ‘ 1 haue heard a Sonnet begin fo. 

In the praife of ones Miftrefle. 

Bur . Why then did they imitate 
That which I writ in praife of my horle. 

For my horfe is my Miftrefle. 

CW.Ma foy the other day,me-thought 
Your Miftrefle fhookeyou fhrcwdly. 



of Henry the fifi. 

rtiar I beating me.I tell thee Lord Conftable, 
M/M&ewcfrc.hcr^h.ir.. 

Con. I could make as good a boaft of that. 

If I had a Sow to my Miftrefle. 

2 ?#r.Tut,thou wilt make vfe ot any thing. 

Con. Yet 1 do not vfe my horle tor my Miltrefle. 
Bar . Will it neuer be morning ? 

He ride too morrow a mile, 

And my way (hall be paued with cnglim laces. 

Con. By roy faith fo will not I, 

For feare I be out-faced of my way . 

'Bur. Well,ile go atrne my fclfe ; hay, 
Cebon.The Duke of Burbon longs for morning, 
Orleance. I, he longs to cate theEnglilh, 

Con. I thinke hec’l eatc all he kils. 

Orlean.O peace.illwill neuer faid well. 

Con. We cap that Prouerbe, 

With there’s flattery in friendflflp. 



Exit* 



With giue the Diuell his due. 

Co»,Haue at the eye of that Prouerbe, 

With a iogge of the Diuell. 

Or*. Well, the Duke of Turbon is Amply 
The moll aftiue G entleman of trance . 

^ow.Doing his a£Uuity,and hee’l ftillbe doing, 

Orle. He neuer did hurt as I beard off. 

£<w.No I warrant you,nor neuer will. 

Orle I hold him to be exceeding valiant. 

Con . I was told fo by one that knowes him better then 



you. 

Orle. Whofe that ? 

Cw.Why he told me fo himfelfe. 

Ahd faid he cared not who kpew it. 

Orle. Weil, who will go with me to hazard, 

For a hundred Englifh prifoners ? 

Cow. You muft go to hazard your fclfe, 

Before 



■ 
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Before you hauc them. 

Enter a Mejfenger, 

MejfMy Lords,the Englifh lie within a hundred 
Paces of your T cnr. 

Con.VW ho hath meafured the ground ? 

Afejf.Thc Lord Cjranfeere. 

Con . A valiant man, an expert Gcntlctnan. 

Come,come away, 

The Sun is hie, and we weare out the day. Exit emnes. 

Enter the Kin? dilynifid.to him Tifloll. 

Pifi.Kc ve la ? 

King. A friend. 

Ptfi. Difcus vnto me, art thou a gentleman? 

Or art thou common, bafe, and popeler ? 

Kmg.No fir,I am a Gentleman of a Company. 
7//?.Trailes thou the puiflant Pike ? 

King.Euen fo fir.VVhat areyou? 

Pi ft. As good a gentleman as the Emperor. 

King . O then thou art better then the King. 

T/y?.Thc Kings abago.and a hart of gold, 

A lad of life,an impe of fame. 

Of parents good, of lift moft valiant : 

I kis his durty fhooe, and from my heart firings 
I louc the louely bully. What is thy name ? 

King, Harry le Roy. 

Pifi.Le Rfj, a Cornifh man j 
Art thou of Cornifh crew ? 
iftvg.No fir,l am a IF'elchman. 

Pifl, A Welchman ; knowft thou Flewellenf 
King.l fir,he is my kinfman. 

Pifi.hn thou his friend ? 

King.l fir, 

Pifl. Figa for thee then ; my name is PiflolL 
Ktng.lt forts well with your fierccnefle. 

Pifl. 
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ejHentythefift. 
Pifl. Tifloll is my name. 



Exit PifloU, 



Enter Gower and Flcweden. 

Cower .Captaine Flewellen. 

flew . In the name of Iefu fpeake lower. 

It is the greatefl folly in the vvorell.when the ancient 
Prerogatiues of the warres be not kept. 

I warrant y ou,ifyou looke into the wars of the Romanes , 
You fhall finde r.o tittle tattle.nor bibble babble there. 
But you fhall finde the cares,and the feares. 

And the ceremonies to be otherwife. 

^ew.Why the enemy is loud : you heard him all night. 
Flew . Godes follud.if the enemy be an affe & a foole, 

A nd a prating cocks-combe,is it meet that we be alfo 
Afoole, and a prating cocks-combe. 

In your confidence now ? 

Gower.We fpeake lower. 

Tlew.l befeech you do, good Captaine Gower. 

Exit Gower and Fhwellen. 
King. Though it appearc a little out of fafhion, 

Yet there’s much care in this. 

Enter three Sottldiers. 
l.Sottl . Is not that the morning yonder ? 

X.Soul. I,we fee the beginning, 

God knowes whether we fhall lee the end or no. 

%.Soul. Well, I thinke the King could wiflr himfelfe 
Vp to thenecke in the middle of the Thames, 

And fo I would he were,at all aduentures,and I with him. 
A/»£.Now matters good morrow, what chearef 
3,S<>«/.Ifaithfmall chcerefotne of vs is like to hauc. 

Ere this day to an end. 

King.'Why feare nothing man, the king is frolike, 
i.Soul.l he may be,forhehath no caufe as we. 

'King . Nay fay not fo,he is a man as we are. 

The Violet fmels to him as vnto vs j 
Therefore if he fee reafons,h« feares as we do. 



t.Sottl. 
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t. Soul. But the King hath a hesuy reckoning to make, 
If his caufe be not good ; when all thofc foulcs 
Whofc bodies (hall be flaughccred here. 

Shall ioyne together at the latter day, 

And fay I dyed at fuch a place.Some fwearing ; 

Some their wiucs rawly left ; 

Some lcauing their children poore behinde them. 

Now if his caufe be bad, 

I thinke it will be a greeuous matter to him. 

King. Why fo you may fay,if a man fend his feruart 
As Fadtor into another Country, 

And he by any mcanes mifearry. 

You may fay the bufineffe of the Mailer 
Was the author of his feruants mif-fortune. 

Or if a fonne be imployd by his father. 

And he fall into any ieud adtion,you may fay the father 
Was the author of his fonnes damnation. 

But the mailer is not to anfwer for his feruant. 

The father for his fonne, nor the king for his fubie&s ; 

For they purpofe not their deaths, 

When they craue their feruices ; 

Some there are that haue the gift 
Of premeditated murder on them .• 

Others the broken feale of Forgery, in beguiling maidens 
Now if thefe out-ftrip the law, 

Yetthey cannot efcapeGods punifliment. 

War is Gods Beadle. War is Gods vengeance : 

Euery mans feruice is the Kings : 

But euery mans foule is his owne. 

Therefore 1 would haue euery fouldier examine himfclfe, 
And wafh euery moth out of his confcience, 

That in fo doing, he may be the readier for death j 
Or not dying,why the time was well fpent, 

Wherein fuch preparation was made. 

%.SohI. Ifaith he faies true, 

Euery mans fault is on his owne head. 



ef Henry thefi ft. 

I would not haue the king anfwer for me. 

Yet I intend to fight luftily for him. 

Kincr Well,I heard the king wold not be ranfomd. 
a. Soul. I he faid fo,to make ys fight ; 

But when our throats be cut,he may be ranfomd, 

A j£tj.If iTuVto fee that, ile neuer truft his word againe; 

3.S«//.Maffe you’l pay him then, 

Tis agreat difpleafure that an elder 
-Gun can do againft a C antion, 

OrafubieftagainftaMonarch. 

/ou’i nere take his word againe,you are a nalle.goe. 

King. Yourteproofe is fomewhat too bitter ; 

Were ft not at this time I could bc angry. 
i.AW.Why let it be a quarrell if thou wilt, 

^.How (hall I know thee ? , 

a. .SW. Here’s my gloue.which if euer I fee in thy hat* 
lie challenge thee,and ftrike thee. 

KingMctc is likcwife another of mine, 

And afiiirc thee ile weare it. 

z.Soul. Thoudar’d as well be hangd. 

3 ,SW. Be friends you foolcs. 

We haue French quarrels enow in hand. 

We haue no need of Englifh broyles. 

King.T'is no treafon totut French Crownes, 

■For to morrow the King himfclfe will be a clipper. 

Exit the fottldters . 

inter to the King , Glocesler>£pingbam t 
and Attendants, 

King.O G6d of battels (leele my fouldier* harts, 
YaJceftoifc them now the fence of reckoning. 

That the appofed multitudes which (land before them. 
May not appale their courage. 

O not too day, not too day O God, 

3 E thinke 



» 
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Thinkc on the fault my father made. 

In compafling the Crowne. 

I T^chards body haue interred new. 

And on it hath beftow’d more contrite teares. 

Then from it iflfued forced drops of blood ; 

A hundred men haue I in yearely pay. 

Which euery day their withered hands hold Tp 
To heauen,to pardon blood. 

And 1 haue built two Chanceries,more will I do t 
Though all chat I can do is all too little. 

Enter (jtofter. 

Glo. My Lord. 

King . My brother Glofters voice. 

Glo. My Lord,the army ftayes vpon your prefence, 

Kw.Stay Glofter flay, and I will go with thee. 

The day, my friends, and all things ftayes forme. 

Enter Clarence ,<f lofier, Exeter, & Salisbury, 

War. My Lords, the French are very ftrong, 

Ear.There’s fiuc to one, and yet they arc all freft. 

W^r.Of fighting men they haue full forty thoufand. 

S/*/.The oddes is all too great. Farweli kmdc Lords : 
Braue Clarence.and my Lord of Glofter, 

My Lordof Warwicke,and to allfarewell. 

Cla , Farewell kinde Lords, fight valiantly to day. 

And yet in truth I do thee wrong, 

For thou artmade on the true iparkes of honor* 

Enter King. 

War.O would we bad but ten thoufand men 
Now at this inftant.that doth not worke in England. 

X««.Whofethat, that wiftes fo,my coufen Warwick ? 
Gods will I would not loofc the honour 
One man would ftarefronamc. 

Not for my kingdoms. 

i .No 
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of Henry the fift. 

No faith my Cofen, wilh not one man more. 

Rather proclaime it prefently through our camp 
That he that hath no ftomacke to this featt 
Let him depart, his pafport ft all bee drawne. 

And crownes for conuoy put into his purie. 

We would not dye in that mans company. 

That feares his fellowfhip to dye with vs. 

This day is called the day ofCrifpin :i 
He that out-liues this day, and fees oldeage. 

Shall ftand a tipco when this day is named. 

And rowfe him at the name of Criipin. 

He that out-liues this day,and comes fafe home. 

Shall yearly on the vigill feaft his friends, 

And.lay,to morrow is S.Crifpins day : 

Then ftall we in theirflowing boules 
Be newly remembred. Harry the King, 

Bedford and Exeter , Clarence , and Glojier, 

W'arwicke, and Torke, 

Familiar in their mouths as houftold wordes. 

This ftory ftall the good man tell his fon. 

And from this day vnto the generall doome. 

But we in it ftall be remembred. 

We few, we happy few, we bond of brothers. 

For he to day that fticdshis blood by mine 
Shall be my brother. Be he nere fo bafe 
This day ftall gentle his condition. 

Then ftal he ftrip his fleeues,& fhew his fears. 

And fay,thefe wounds I had on Crifpins day. 

And Gentlemen in England now a bed. 

Shall thinke themfelues accurft, 

They were not therc,when any fpcakes 
That fought with vs vpon S.Crifpines day, 

(ylo. My gracious Lord, 

The French is in the field. 

Kin. Why all things are ready ifour rnindes be fo. 

IV, «*.Perift the man whofe minde is backward now. 

E 2 bCing 
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KtngThou doft not wilh more hdpe from England^ 
Cotifen f 

War. Gods will my Liege, would you and I alone. 

Without more helpe, might fight this battcll out. 

Why well faid.That doth pleafe me better. 

Then to wilh mcone»You know your charge^/, 

God bt with you all. . 

Enter the Herauldfrom the French, 

Her. Once more I come to know of thee king He»iy t 
What thou wikgiue for ranfome i 

Kin £. Who hath fent thee now ? 

//er.The Conftable of France , . 

King. I prethee beare my former anfwerbacfce. 

Bid them atchieue me,and then fell my bones. 

Good God, why Ihould they mocke good fellowes thus t 
Theman that once did fell the Lyons skin < 

While the beatt liued,was kild with hunting hicn 0 
And many ofour bodies lhall no doubt ; 

Finde graue$,withinyour Realmcof France ; 

Though buried iayour dunghils,we (hall be famedp 
For there theSunne fhallgreete them, 

And'draw vp their honors reaking vp to heauen* 

Xeiuing their earthly parts to choake your dime j 
The fmell whereof, lhall breeda plague in France i 
Marke thc&abundant valour in our Englifh, 

That being deadjlikc to the bullets crafing, 

BreakeSrfoorth into a fecond courfe of mifehiefe, , 

Shilling in rclaps of mortality t 
Let me fpcake proudly, , 

There’s not a peece of feather in ourCampe,,. 

Good argument I hope we lhall notflyc. 

And. time hath worne vs into flouendry. 

But by the mafTe,our hearts are in the trim, 

And my poore fouldiets tell me,yct ere night ; , 

They’l ! 
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of Henry the fifty 

Thev*l be ‘ n fi’cJbef robes.or they will plucke 
Theeaynew cloaths oreyour French lould.ers earn, 

And urnie them out of leruice.lfthey do this. 

As if it pleafe God they fhall, ^ 

Then (hall our ranfomefoone be Ieuicd j. 

c 9U e thou thy labour Herauld, 

r. 0 me thou no more for ranfome, gentle LJerauld. 

THev lhall haue nought 1 fweare.but tbefc my bones .• 
Which if they hauc.as 1 willleauevm them, 
yvill yeeld them rittle,tell the Conftable. 
jfer.UMl deBoer fo. 

7 Vfc£.My gracious Lord,vpon my knee I craue 
The leading of the vaward. 

KtngJ&t ft braue Yorkf. 

Come fouldiers let’s away, ... r . 

And as thou pleafeft God.difpofe the day. ExtU 

Enter the fottre French hards, 

Qehon.O diabcllo, 

C«».Mordu mavie. 

Orle.O what a day is this J 

Bnr.O lour dci houte all is gone,alI is loft, 

Coa.Wc are enow yet liuing in the field. 

To (mother vp the Englilh, 

Jfany order inightbe thought vp on,- 

'Bur. A plague of order,once more to tne field. 

And he that will not follow Bnrbon now. 

Let him go homevand with his cap in hand. 

Like a bafc lcno hold the chamber doore. 

Why leaft by a flaue no gentler then my dog, 

His faireft daughter is contamuracke. 

C«#iDiforder that hachTpoild vs,right vsnow, 

Come we inheapes,wee’l offer vp our liues 
Vhto thefe Englifh,o relic die with fame, 

E 3 
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Come, come along, 

Lets dye with honor, our fhame doth Iaft too long. 

Exit omtfti 

Enter Ptsio lithe French man } and the htj. 

Pifi. Eyld cur, eyld cur. 

Trench. O Monfieur.ie vou en pree aucs petie de moy. 
PtflMoy {hall not ferue.I will haue forty moys. 

Boy, aske his name, 

2toy.Comant ettes v ous apelles ? 

Frew. Monfieur Fer. 

Boy. He fayes his name is maftcr Fer. 

Pifi. We. Fet him, and ferit him,and ferke him. 

Boy difeufle the fame in French. 

tfff/.Sir I do not know whats French forFcr,fcrite and 
fearke, * 

‘Pfi- Bid him prepare, for I will cut his throat. 

Boy Feate,vou preat,ill voulles couple votre gorge. 
Pi(i . Onye ma foy couple la gorge, & 

Vnleflc thougiue tome egregious ranfome.dye., 

Fren. Qui dit ill monfieur, ^ oint °*" a ^ ox * 

111 ditye fi vou ny vouly pa domy luy. 

Boy. La gran ranfome, ill voutueres. 

Fren.O ie vous en pri petit gcntclhome, parlc 
A cee, gran Capcaine, pour auez mercie 
A moy, ey iee donerees pour mon ranfome' 

°r OS ' T , e f 7 es vn § entc lhomc de France. 

Ptfi. What fayes he boy ? 

•%. Marry fo hr fayes he is a gentleman of a great 
Houfe of France, and for his ranfome, 

He will giue you /oo.Crownes. 

PtFl. My fury {hall abate. 

And I the Crowncs will take,1 
And as I fuckc blood, I will fome mercie {hew. 



Folow 
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Enter the Ktngfiis N thles^nd P ifioll . 

King, What the French retire i 
Yet als not done, the French kcepcs {till the held. 

£*.The Duke of Yorke commends him to your Grace. 
Kin. Lilies he good vnkle, twice I faw him downe. 



Twice vpagaine: 

From helmet to the fpur,all bleeding ore. 

Exe. In which array ,braue fouldier doth he lye. 

Larding the plaines,and by his bloody fide, 

Yoake-fcllow to his honour-dying wounds. 

The Noble Earle of Suffclke alfo lyes. 

Suffolke firft dyed, and Yorke all wounded ore 
Comes to him where in blood he lay all fteept. 

And takes him by the beard, kiflcs the gafiics 
That bloudily did yawnc vpon his face. 

And cryed alowd, tarry deere coufin Suffolke : 

My foule {hall thine kcepe company in heauen t 
Tarry deere foule awhile, then flye to reft : 

And in this glorious and well-foughtcn field. 

We kept togither in our Chiualry: 

Vpon thefe words I came and cheer’d them vp, 
Hctookemeby the hand,faide deere my Lorde> 
Commend my fcruice to my Soueraigne, 

So did he turne, and ouer Suffolkes necke 
He threw his wounded arme,and fo efpoufd to death 
With blood he fealed. An argument 
Of neuer-ending loue. 

The pretty and fweete manner of it. 

Forc’d thofe waters from mc.which I would haue floptc. 
But I had not fo much of man in me. 

But all my mother came into my eyes. 

And gaue me vp to teares. 

Kin. I blame you not: for hearing you, 

I muft conuert to teares. 



AUrnm 
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Alarum founds, 

V Vhat new alarum is ? thi$ ? 

Bid euery fouldicr kill his prifoner. 

Fiji. Couple gorge. :gx itomnes. 

Enter Flewelten, and (fqtaine poster. 

Flew. Codes plud kill the boyes and the Iugyge c 
Tis thcarrants pcece of knauery as can be dcfircd 
In the worell now,in your confcience now. 

Gower.Tis certaine, there’s not a boy left aliue. 

And the cowardly rafcals that ran from tbebattel^ 
Themfelueshaue done this {laughter; 

Bcfide,they haue carried away and burnt 
All that was in the KingsTentr 
Whereupon the king caufed euery prifoner* 

Throat to be cuc.Oh he is a worthy King. 

Flew. l,he was borne at Monmouth $ 

Captaine Cower, what call you the place where 
« Alexander the big was borne ? 

Gower. Alexander the great. 

F/«w.VVhyIpray,is not big great ? 

As if I fay,big,or great,or magnanimous, 

I hope tis all ode reckoning, 

Sauethe phrafe isalittlevaration. 

V Y.as Dome at Macedon , 

Flew. I thinkeit was Macedon indeed 

Looke you Captaine (fewer. 

And ifyou lookeinto the Mapsofche worell well 










of Usury thefift. 

a Riuer in M#td*»M thcrc is alf ° a Riust . 

* ' Monmonh, the Riuers name at Monmorth 

But d^ouTo^finy brainc what is the name of the others 
But tis all one,tis folike, as my fingers is to fingers, 

And there is Samons in both. 

T ooke you Captaine ,and you marke it. 

You (hall finde our King is come after Alexander, 

Pod knowc$,and you know,that Alexander in m3 
n^wles and his Ales, and his wrath, St his difplcafures 

Andind^gnationSjWas kill his friend Clitus. 

Gotv. 1 but our King is not like him in that, 

Forheneiierkdd any of his friends. 

Flew. Looke you, tis not well done to take the talc out 
Of a mans mouth.ere it is made an end and finifhed: 

I fpeake in the comparisons, as Alexander is kill 
His friend Chm : foour King being in his ripe 
Wits and iudgements, is turne away the fat Kmtc 



I am forget his name. 

Gower.S'it lohn Falftaffe. , 

Flew Ay I thinke it is Sir'Iobn Falftaffe incited, 

I can t ell you, there’s good men borne at Monmorth, 



Enter the King and his Lords . i 
King. I was not angry fincelcame in France, 
Vntillthishoure. 

Take a Trumpet Herauld , 

And ride vnto the horfemen on yon hill : 

If they will fightwith vs,bid them come downe. 

Or leaue the field, they do offend our fight. 

Will they do neither, we w ill come to them. 

And make them skyr away, as faff 

As ftones enforc’d from the old Affyrian flings. 

Befides,wcel cut the throats ofthofe we haue. 

And not one aliue {hall tafte our mercy. 

p Enter 



> 
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Enter the Herald. 

Gods will what meanes this ? knowft thou not 
That wehauc fined thefe bones of ours for ranfomc? 

Her. I come great King for charitable fauour, 
fo fort our Nobles from our common men, 

We may haue ieauc to bury all our dead, 

Which in the fielde lye fpoiled and trode’n on. 

Kin. I tell thee truly Herald, 

I do not know whether the day be ours or no ; 

For yet a many ofyour French do keepc the field. 

Her. The day is yours. 

Km. Praifed be God therefore .* 

What Cafile call you that ? 

Her. Wecallic Agincourt. 

Kin. Then call we this the fielde of Agincourtj 
Fought on the day ofCrifpin,Crifpianus, 

Flew. Your Grandfather of famous memory. 
IfyourGracebe remembred. 

Is do good feruice in France. 

King. Tis true Timelier., 

Flew. Your Maiefiy fayes very true. 

And it pleafe your Maiefiy, 

The Welfhmcn there was do good fcruice, 

Ir> a Garden where Leekes did grow, 

And I thinke your Maiefiy will take- no fcorne. 

To weare a Leekcinyour cap vpon S.Dauies day. 
King.No Flewellcn, for I am Welfh as well as you. 
Flew. All the water in Wye will not wafli your welch 
blood out of you. God keepe it, and preferuc it. 

To his graces will and pleafure. 

King, Thankes good Countrey-man, 

Flew. By Iefa I am your M aiefties Countryman, {'man. 
J <arcnor who kno it,fo long as your maiefiy is an honeft 
. j[ Gotl keepe me fo. Our Herald go with him. 

And bring vs the number of the fcattered French, 

Exit Heralds 

Call 



I 



of Henry the fift. 

Call yonder fouldier hither. 

View You fellow, come to the King, % L . 
Kin Fellow.why doft thou weare that gloue in thy hat? 
Soul. AndXfc your maiefiy, tis a rafealics that iwag- 
gard with me the other day : and he hath one ot minc. the 
which if cuer I fee, l haue iwome to ftnkc him :fo hath be 

l ^Ki». How thinke you Flewellcn, is it lawfull to keep his 

°# And it pleafe your Maiefiy tis lawful to keep his vow 
If he be periur’d once, he is as arrant a beggarly knaue, as 

treads vporo too blacke flioocs. 

King. His enemy may be a Gentleman of worth. 

Flew. And if he be as good a Gentleman as Lucifer ana 
Belzebub.and the diuell himfelfe, 

Tis meete he keepe his vow. 

King. Well firtha keepe your word , 

Vndcr what Captaine ferueftthou ? 

, Soul. Vn&cv Captaine Gower . 

Flew. Captaine Gower is a good Captaine, 

And hath good litterature in the wanes. 

Kin. Go call him hither. 

Soul, I will my Lord. 

Exit fouldier. 

Kin, Captaine Flewellcn, when Jlanfin and I 
Were downe together, I tooke this gloue from s helmet, 
Heere Flewellcn weare it. 

If any challenge it,he is a friend of jdlonfons y 
And an enemy to me. 

Flew. Your Maiefiy doth me as greatafauour, 

As can,be defired in the hearts of his fubie&s. 

I would fee that man now that wold challenge this gloue 
And itpleafe God of his grace I would but lee him, 

That is all.} 

King. F/ew//wk now ft thou Captaine Gower ? 

Flew. Captaine Gewer is my friend 

Fa And 

£ U f 
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And if it like your maiefty, I know him verv well 
King, Go call him hither. 
l!ew.\ will and it ftiall plenfc your maiefty, 
■KiffOPollon Flewellen dofely at the heeles 
The gloue he weares,it was the foldiers.- 
It may be there will be harme betwcenc them. 

For I do know Flewellen valiant. 

And being touches hot as Gun-powder .• 

And quickly will returne an iniury. 

Go fee there be no harme betweenc them. 

Enter {apt live Gower, Flewellen t and the 

Soldier, 

Flew. Captaine Gower, in the name oflefu 

,s morcsMd 

Soul, Do you heare> you fir 
Do you know this glouc ? * 

Flew. I know the gloue is a gloue. 

Soul.Sn I know this, and thus I challenge it. 

Enter the King,irarwic{e, Clarence , 
and Exeter # 

King. How now? Whats the matter ? 

Flew. And it fhallpleafeyour maiefty, 

Asy ^ ou S ^!ah n de^ blC ^r eCCCO c tre^l ^ :,n ^® ,cto ^S^* ,1 
As you (hall defire to fee in a fommers day. S r 

vvh i c?;„::s«;i?X“ ,lisflrilc,hcglo “ e ’ 

Tooke out of the Helmet of Aletnfon : 

And your maiefty will beare me witnefles. 



ojHentytbe Jiff, 

And teftimonies,and anoucbmems. 

That this is thegloue. 

Soul. And it pleafe your maiefty. 

That was my gloue. / 

He that I gaue it to in the night, 
promifed me to weare it in his hat : 

I promifed to ftrike him if he did. f f 

I met that Gentleman with my gloue in $ hat, 
And I thinke I haue bene as good as my worde 
Flew. Your Maiefty heares, 

Vnder your Maieftyes man-hoode. 

What a beggerly lowfie knaue it is. 

King. Let me fee thy gloue. 

Looke you, this-is the fellow ofit. 

It was 1 indeede youpromifed to ftrike. 

And thou haft giuen me moft bitter words. 
How canft thou make vs amends ? 

Flew. Let his neeke anfwer it, 

If there be any marfhals law in the worell. 
Soul. My Liege, 

All offences come from the heart : 

Neuer came any from mine 
To offend your Maiefty. 

You appeard to me but as a common man: 
Witncffe the night, your garments, 

Your lowlincfle j and whatfoeuer 
You receiued v nder th at hab i te, 

I befeech your maiefty, impute it 
To your owne fault, and not tomine. 

For your felfe came not like your felfe : 

Had you beene as you feemed then to mee, 

1 had made no offence; my gracious Lord, 
Therefore I befeech your grace to pardon me. 
Kin. Vnckle, fill the gloue with Crowncs, 
And giuc it to the fouldier. 

Weare it fellow, 

F 3 
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As an honour in thy cap, till I do challenge it. 

Giue him the Crowncs. Come C&pta'mc F/ewetten, 

I mutt needs haue you fricn,ds f 

Flew. By Iefus, the fe'llowc hath me ttall enough in his 
belly. j.,, r • 

Harke you fouldier, There is aditling for you, 

And kecpclyour felfe out of braw.les, «? . 

And prabbies, and dittentions, 

And looke you,- it fhall be the better for -you. 

Soul, Ile.none of your money fir,not I. 

Flew. Why tis a good filling man; 

Why fhould you be queamilh ? 

Your fhooes are not fo good. 

It will ferue you to mend your fhooes. 

Kin. What men of fort are taken vnckle!? 

Exe. Charles Duke ofOrleance, Nephew to the King 
John Duke ofBurbon,and ; Lord BouchquaH. 

Of other Lords and Barons, Knights and Squires, 

Full fiftccne hundred, befides common men. 

Th is note doth tell me of ten thoufand 
French, that in thefielde lyes flaine. 

Of Nobles bearing banners in the fielde, 

Charles de le Brute, high Conftanble of France* 
laejues o(Chati!lian, Admiral! of France, 

The matter of the Crofle-bowes, Iohn Duke Alenfin, 
Lord Rambieres, high Matter of France. 

The braue fir gwiguard, Dolphin. Of NobeUe Charillas, 
Gran Trie and Rojfe, Farvconbndge and Foj y i 
Gerard and V erton, V’andemant and Lefira. 

King. Heercs was a royall fellow fhip of death, 

W here is the number of our Englifh dead ? 

Exe. Edward the Duke of Yor kc, the Earle ofSuttblke, 
Sir Richard Ketly, Dauy gam Efquire, 

Aud of all the other, but fiue and twenty, , 

King. O God, thy arme was hecre. 

And ynto thee alone,afcribe we praife: 

When 
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of -henry the fifu 

When without flratagemc, 

Andean i» (hoclt of b,neU.«« tucr l,«rd 

So c«at little Ioffe, on one pan and anotnet , 

Take it O God, for it is onely thine. 

gxe.Tis wonderfull. ^ , , , 

Kin. Come, let vs go on procclifion through the campcs 

Let it be death proclaim d to any man 

To boaft heereof, or take the praife from God, 

Which is his due. . 

Flew. Is itlawfull.and it pleafcyour Matefly, 

To tell how many is kild ? 

Kin . Yes Flewellen, 

But with this acknowledgement. 

That God fought for vs. ■ . , 

Flew. Yes in my confcience.hc did vs great good* 
kin. Let therebe fuwgNououes andTe Dcum, 

The dead with charity enter’d in clay.- 
Weel then to flUtco ; apdto England then. 

Where nere from France, atriu’d more happier men. > 

Exit omnes. 



1 .► (v v . 

,ovi) t r 

Enter Gower and Flewellen. 



;t:VQl 






Cower. But why do you weareyour Leeke tb day f 
Saint Dauies is paft i ,zr. z '■ '• •• 

Flew. There is occafion Captsine Cower, 

Looke you why, and wherefore . 

The other day lookeyou, Piftolles 

Which you know is a rnan of no merites 

In the worell, is come where I \Vas the,pthcr day. - 

And brings bread and fait, and bteklcsoree r , ' 

Eatcany Leeker twa t » Ui;aiplafiCf lqqke you,- 

Whercl could mooue no difl'entions. 

But ifl can fee him, I fhall tell him 
A little of my defires. • v ' 

Gow. Heerehe comes fwellinglikcaTurky-pocke.r.; 

; • , ' Enter 
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Ftfter piftoll, 

Flewellen, Tis no matter for his fwelliug.and bis tuAi- 
cockcs, 

God plefteyou Ancient Piftoll, you- (call, 

Beggeily, lowfy knaue,God plefle you. 

Pifi. Ha, art thou Bcdlem ? 

Doft thou thurft bafe Troyan, 

To hauetne folde vp P areas fatall web ? 

Hence, I amqualmilh at the fmcll of Leeke. 
flew. Ancient Piftoll. 

I would defire you becaufe it doth not agree 
With your ftomackes.and your.appetites, 

And your digeftions, to eacc this Leeke. 

Pifi. Not for fadwalloder arid all his Goats. 
flew. There is one Goate for you, ancient Piftol. 

He Strikes him. 



Pifi. Bafe Troyan, thou fhalt dye.l 
Flewellen. I, I know I fhaJi dye.: 

But in the meane time,I would defire you 
To liue and eate this Leeke. 

Gower. Enough Captaine, 

You haue aftonilht him, it is enough. 

Flewel. Aftonifhthim, 

By lefiijlle beate his bead foure dayes 
And foure nights too, but He make him 
Eate fome part of my Leeke. 

Pifi. Well mufti bite ? 

Flew. I out of queftion, or doubt, or ambiguities. 
You muft bite. 

He makes Ancient Pifi oil kite of the Leeke. 

Pifiot, Good, good. 

flewel. 




of Henry thefift. 

Flewellen. I Leekes are good, ancient PifloU. 

Looke you now, there is » filling for you 
To heale your bloody cox combe. 

.p^P.Me a (hilling, 

Flew.lf you will not take it, ' 

I haue another Leeke for you. 

Pift.ltAe thy (hilling in earned of reckoning. 

Flew. If I owe you any thing, 

I will pay you in Cudgelles : 

You (hall be a Wood-monger, 

And buy Cudgels. And foGod be with you 
Ancient Piftoll, God plefle you. 

And heale your broken pate. 

Ancient Piftoll, if you fee Leekes another time, 

Mocke at them/hac is all: God bwy you. 

Exit Flewellen, 

Pitt. All hell (hall ftirre for this. 

Doth Fortune play the hufwife with me now ? 

Is honour cudgeld from my warlike loyncs ? 

Well France farewell, newes haue 1 certainly 
That Doll is ficke. One malady of France 
The warres affoordeth nought,home will I trug, 

Baud will I turne,and vfe the (light of hand ; 

To England will I fteale. 

And there He fteale : 

And patches will I get vnto thefe fcarres. 

And fwearcl gat them in the Gallia warres. I 

Exit PifioK 

. 

Enter at one doore , the\Kingof England and hie 
Lords. 

And at the other doore, the King of France, Queene 
Katherine , the Duke of'Bmhon, 
and others « 

G Har, 
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Harry . Peace to this meeting, 

Wherefore wc are met, 

And to our brother France, faire time ofday. 

Faire health vnto our louely coufin Katherine* 

And as a branch, and member of this ftockc. 

We do falute you, Duke of Burgundy, 

Tran. Brother of England, 

Right ioyous are we to behold your face. 

So are we Princes Englilh euery one. 

‘Duke. With pardon vnto your mightineffc .* 

Let it not difpleafe you, if 1 demaund 
What rub or barre hath thus farre hindredyou 
To keepe you from the gentle ipeech of peace ? 

Har. IfDuke of 'Burgundy you would hauepeac^. 

You mud buy that peace. 

According as wehaue drawne our Articles. 

Tran. We haue but with a curforary eye 
Ore-view’d them ; pleafeth your Grace,- 
To let fome ofyoutCounfeU fit with vs. 

We (hall returne our peremptory anfwcr. 

Har. Go Lords, and fit with them. 

And bring vs anfwer backe. 
yet leaue our coufen Katherine hecrc behind. 

Fran. Withall our hearts. 

Exit French King and the Lorfa-- 

Manety king Henry, Katherine, and the 
Gentlewoman. 

Afar, Now Kate, 

You haue a blunt wooer heerc left with you. 

If I could winnethee at Leape-frog, 

Or with vauting with my armour on my backe 
Intomyfaddle, 

Without bragge be it fpoken, 

Ide make compare with any.-- 

P>t 
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of Henry the fift. 

But leauing that Kate, 

If thou takeft me now. 

Thou fii ah haue me at the worn, 

And in wearing thou {halt haue me better and better. 
Thou (halt haue a face that is not worth fun-burning. 

But doeft thou thinkc, that thou and I,*’ 

Bctweene Saint Denis and Saint George, 

Shall get a boy, that {hall go to Conrtantinople, 

And cake the great T urke by the beard ? 

Ha, Kate. 

Kate. Is it poflible dat me fall 
Loue de enemy *ie France. 

Harry. No Kate, CB 

It is vnpoffible you (hould loue the enemy of France : 
For Kate I loue France fo well. 

That lie not leaue a village, 
lie haue it all mine. Then Katc,i 
When France is mine. 

And l am yours : 

Then France is yours, 

And you are mine. 

Kate. I cannot tell what is dat. 

Harry. No Kate, 

Why He tell you in French, 

Which will hang vpon my tongue, like a bride 
On her new married husband. 

Let me fee. Saint Dennis be my fpeede. 

Quan France & mon, 

Kate. Dat is, when France is yours. 

Harry , Et vous et tes amoy. 

Kate. And I am to you. 

Harry. Douck France ettes a vous. 

Kate. Den France fall be mine. 

Harry. Et ie fuyues a vous. 

Kate. And you will be to me. 

Har, Wilt beleeue me Kate ? Tis eafier lor me 

G * T© 




The Chronicle History 

To conquer the kingdome, 

Then to fpeake fo much more French, 

Kate. A your Maiefly 
Has falfc France enough, to deceiuc 
De heft Lady in France. 

Harry. No faith KatcTiot I. 

But Kate prethee tell me in plainctearmetf, 

Dott thou loue me ? 

Kate. 1 cannot tell. 

Harry. No: Can ofany your Neighbours tel, 
Iieaskethcm, 

Come Kate, 1 know you loue me. 

And foone when you arc in your ClofTet 
Y oulc queftion this Lady of me : 

But I pray thee fweet Kate,vfe me mercifully, 

Becaufe I loue thee cruelly. 

That I fiiall dye Kate, is fure: . 

But for thy loue by the Lord neuer. 

What wench. 

A ftraight backe will grow crooked, 

A round eye will grow hollow, 

A great legge will waxe fmall, 

A curld pate prooue bald : 

But a good heart Kate is the Sun and the Modfl, 

And rather the Sun and not the Moene : 

And therefore Kate take me. 

Take a fouldier, take afouldicr. 

Take a king: 

Therefore tell me Kate, wilt thou haue meet 
Kate. Dat is as pleafe de king my Father. 

Harry. Nay it will pleafe him, 

Nay it Hi all pleafe him Kate, 

And vpon that condition Kate At kifle thee. 

Ka.O mon du ie ne voudroy fairc qtitlk chofle 
Pour toutc le monde, 

Ce nc poynt votree fachien en fauor, 

Harry 
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of Henry the fift. 

Harry. What fayes flic Lady i 
Lady. Dux. it is not de fafion in France 
For de maides.befor da be married to 
May foy ie oblye,what is to baffle ? 

Har. Tokiffe,tokifle. • 

O that tis not the fafhion in France 

For the maids to kiffc before they are married* 

Lady. Owye fee votree grace. 

Har. Well, weei breake that cuftome. 

Therefore Kate patience perforce and yeelde. 

Before God Kate you haue witchcraft 
In your kifles : 

And may perfwade with me more 
Then all the French Councell. 

Your father is returned. 

Enter the Kings of France And t he 
Lordes . 

How now my Lords ? 

Fran. Brother ofEngland, 

We haue ordered the Articles, 

And haue agreed to all that we in fedule had, 

£**.Onely he hath not fubferibed this. 

Where your Maicfty demands,' 

That the King of France hauing any occafion 
To write for matter of grant. 

Shall name your Highneflc in this forme: 

And with this addition in French, 

Nofretrejher fila,, Henry %gy d' Angle t err e : 

E hearede France. And thus in Latine : 

Treclarijfimtu fibtet nailer Henrictu l\cx Anglia, 

Et heres Franctx. 

Fran. Nor this haue we fo nicely flood vpon. 

But you fairc brother may intreat the fame. 

G 3 Harry 
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The Chronicle Miliary 
Harry. Why then let thi* among . he reft 
Flaue bis full courie : An-! withali. 

Your daughter Katherine in marriage* 

Tran. Thu and what elle 
your Maiefty (hall craue : 

God that difpofeth all,giue you much ioy* 
Har. Why then faire Katherine, 

Come giue me thy hand : 

Our matriage will weprefent folemnize. 

And end our hatred by a bond of loue. 

Then will I fweare to Kate, and Kate to me. 
And may our vowes once made, ynbroken be* 



Fl^CfS. 




/*■% 
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